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' As ye live, so shall ye die.* 

The words are there ; you have heard them 
before ; they are not new ; they are not strange : 
yet youth, in its thoughtlessness, old age in its 
folly, casts them aside as not worthy of serious 
consideration. ' It's not the fashion of the age 
to be studying those things.' Granted. 

It may not be the fashion of time, but the result 
of such study will be the fashion of eternity; 
and senseless is that man who in worldly things 
contents himself with the present, and provides 
not for the future. 

It may not be the spirit of to-day, but it may 
be the essential, living, moving spirit of to- 
morrow, if you are cast upon a bed of sickness, 
and fears of what will follow death come crowd- 
ing thick and fast upon your mind. 

Has it ever struck you, sisters, that time is not 
your own ? that it is like mowe^ VeoX-^Vst. ^«s^ 
a strict account will be dexa^^ 
are, one and all, spendthrifts \ ° 
expenditure, regardless Viow \X ?>o^; v 
Time is flowing, fleeing, fry v&fc » 
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penetrates to the atmosphere in which you 
breathe. Those hands, which should be raised 
to heaven in supplication, are lying in the lap of 
luxury and idleness, toying with Tarantula scent- 
bottles, lazily fondling the ears of some silken- 
haired poodle or much-esteemed pug. Those 
ears, which should be ever ready to hearken to 
grief and to listen to sorrow, are rendered deaf 
by the gross quantity of flattery and lies and 
deceit with which they are filled, and fail to hear 
the piteous wail of their suffering, sorely-tried 
sisters. Those eyes, which should be filled with 
tears of compunction, and shining only with the 
dew of entreaty and compassion, are brilliant 
but with the hue of satisfied vanity, and sparkle 
but with pleasure or with scorn. Those lips, 
from which should be heard words of gentle 
unction, prayers of heartfelt piety, are wreathed 
in smiles of egoistic satisfaction, or curled in 
anger and thwarted pride. 

Yes ; you like to flirt with the devil and toy 
with his satellites, while the great rush and roar 
of human waters, the ever-rolling, ever-surging 
tide of human pain and human misery falls un- 
heeded on your'ear. You say that ' Life is dull,' 
and * Times are slow * There is nothing to do, 
nothing to live for/ Yet, living your life, breath- 
ing jour breath, hearing the same sounds, seeing 
Me same sights, are hundreds and thousand* ol 

sour fellow-creatures, with immortal sou\s VJaaX. 

vne from the casket where they wte one* 
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enshrined, bright and spotless as a jewel from 
the jeweller's; now, may bp, tarnished, and 
scratched, and dulled with constant exposure to 
wind, and weather, and storm. Is it nothing to 
stem this rapid torrent of sin, and ignorance, and 
crime ? Have they not hearts that throb with 
the same emotions — souls that are convulsed 
with the same fierce passions? Torn with 
struggling, weary with the combat, they are on 
the verge of despair. Is it nothing to stretch 
out the hand of mercy? is it nothing to pray 
and to plead for sinners ? 

Do I ask you all to turn penitents ; to offer 
yourselves as victims to appease the Divine 
wrath; to practise austerities and endure rigorous 
penances as the Humiliati of olden days ? No, 
my sisters; I do not want miracles, nor even 
ask for natural impossibilities. I ask only that 
you may see and grasp the Divine mission 
entrusted to each one of you, to succour the 
distressed, to help the needy, to save suffering 
souls. I ask you only to abandon frivolity, to 
give up trifling, to throw away pleasure, and 
devote yourselves heart and soul to the work 
appointed by an all-seeing Father. 

You will perhaps say, 'This is a priest's 
work ; we are not born to give wtasafcs* -*ss^ 
preach missions. We have e^^v^^^^^ 
to certain privileges, but so tet 

trenched upon that depattmwX. ^eX- ^ 

What the future can btitvfc tox\Xv 
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But, though prophetesses have been, priestesses 
are not yet in vogue. 

Yet I say that what I tell you is no priest's 
work ; that you are bound by responsibilities as 
great as his, by duties as heavy. Yea, your 
work is even more unbounded, for you can 
penetrate where, in virtue of his sacerdotal 
character, he is rarely seen ; you have the entrie 
of houses where his appearance would be scouted 
as that of the arch-fiend himself. Wherever you 
go, you are bound to take with you the essence 
of every Christian virtue, and to be adorned 
' cum odoris suavitatis.' You are bound, as 
Christians, to attract souls to Christ by the 
gravity of your demeanour, by the sweetness of 
your manner, by the calm simplicity of your 
words and actions. You are bound to practise 
every virtue, to free yourselves from every im- 
perfection, and not only to walk in the path of 
righteousness yourselves, but to attract thithet 
every soul with which you come in contact 
Remember, each individual is precious to 
Christ ; Christ died for them as He died for 
you. You must pray for them night and day. 
Are you not bound, as Christians, to ' pray with- 
out ceasing ' ? You are bound to offer up alms 
and fasting and prayers in their behalf ; to make 
supplications with tears and sighs ; to ponder 
over the best means of withdrawing \hem foyca 
sin - to exert every effort, to make use e\w 
teient/ mental and corporal, m& v^yOci T 
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are endowed to accomplish that end. Then 
come and tell me there is nothing to do — that 
4 life is dull/ and you want an object 

There is more still to be done, and it is 
woman's work and woman's mission. How are 
the poor little ones of Christ to be taught, to be 
fed, to be clothed? Where are the starving 
children, whom He loved so much, to be reared 
and brought to a knowledge of His love and 
goodness? Where are the ancient in years, 
decrepit in body and infirm of mind, to find a 
resting-place whereon to lay their bones, sur- 
rounded by those religious comforts which, alas, 
too often they have neglected in their youth? 
Where are the hospitals to which the hoary 
sinner may totter with trembling aching limbs, 
secure of finding a shelter where compassionate 
sisters may gently tend his wants, and softly 
win him back to God ? What is to become of 
those forlorn ones, without a home and without 
work, as precious in the eyes of Christ as you 
or me — left wandering, desolate and alone, with 
the cold, cruel blast of the world's scornful pity 
withering away every bud of virtue and of hope ? 

Then, is it nothing to raise edifices in which 
to adore Our Lord? nothing to adorn His 
temple? nothing to decorate His a?AaxsA 
Almighty to be left \n a. oW^^^j^ 
we live in superb paXa.ce*, axA 
silver and gold? SYvaW ^ 
jewels and bedecked mOcv 



12 SPIRIT OF ST. TOHN THE BAPTIST. 



vessels are studded with glass, His vestments 
trimmed with tinsel? Are we to have our 
drawing-rooms tastefully decorated with the 
latest bizarre, be it antique china or work of art, 
while the sanctuary of the Creator is but furnished 
with artificial flowers and cheap ornaments ? 

Answer these questions yourselves, my sisters, 
arid then come and tell me there is nothing to 
do. Yet more, I say, yet more. 

What does that small still lamp say, as it ever 
burns, ever pleads? Does it not tell of the 
practice of reparation ? of the souls who still 
are sinning ? of the souls who yet will sin ? You 
have to pray for those who cannot pray for them- 
selves ; you have to pray for those who dare not 
pray for themselves ; you have to pray for those 
who will not pray for themselves. You have to 
beg, to plead, to intercede ; their salvation may 
depend on your entreaties. Faint, grow weary, 
and you drag down not only your own souls, but 
who can tell how many others ? Perhaps the 
very ones who are wound round your own heart- 
strings. 

All this has to be done, and much, much more. 
Am I not right in saying that time is short, and 
life not long enough? Every moment is of 
value, for each instant tells. 
Do you shrink from my doctrine, and say, * It 
js hard '? Have I interfered with the ^a.c*Xx\- 
*ess of your slumbers, and startled fee\\x^V^\. 
**mant until now ? I hope 1 have > 1 am $aft 
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of it. I go further, and, at the risk of your 
calling me unkind, I say that I should like to 
strew your bed with ashes and your pillow with 
thorns, if thereby I could rouse you from your 
spiritual lethargy, and teach you no longer to 
fritter away your immortal souls. 

Do you not sicken at the feebleness of your 
will, the languor of your mind, the mental 
apathy in which you are plunged? Do you 
not weary at the thought that you never im- 
prove ? at the knowledge that your prayers are 
never any better said ; that your devotions are 
never increased ? at the feeble manner you drag 
through your confession, spiritually overcome at 
the difficulties of healthy contrition and vigorous 
purpose of amendment ? 

I am not surprised if you do feel disgusted, 
for nothing is more worthy of contempt than a 
soulless, spiritless conduct ; things done for con- 
science* sake, but you leave the conscience 
asleep. You remind me of those people who 
are neatly expressed by the words 'shabby 
genteel who have little money and little brains ; 
who try to keep up in appearance and dress with 
those of a higher rank. They rack their minds 
and exert all their mental powers, when the 
thought of that friend of their class* cwsss^ 
vision of consolation to tWix \xoxkte^ 
They get some of it (is it yaAsw&i* 
change their flowers from \Avtf^ vo \ ^ 
white to yellow. What a ttatvsfo^^ * 
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they not have come from Madame Elise or 
Worth, so delicately tinted are the petals, so 
sweetly shaded the buds ? 

And you, my sisters, are like those creatures. 
You go to the Sacraments as each new season 
comes round : to speak in homely phrase, you 
take a dip in the paint-pot of penance, and 
fancy you come out all white. But is it genuine ? 
Will not the first shower of rain, the first storm, 
whether of anger or of trouble, divulge the 
secret that it is only a smear, a thin coat of 
varnish, which but makes an ugly daub. You 
are hollow and artificial in the world ; why be 
hollow and artificial with God? Rouse your- 
selves ; wake from your spiritual sloth ; stir all 
the torpid powers which till now you hardly 
knew were in existence; begin from this very 
moment to watch, pray, and fight ; to fast, to 
give alms, to do penance, to labour incessantly 
at the work before, and cease not your vigilance 
till the Almighty sends His heavenly messenger 
with the joyful tidings, ' Well done, thou good 
and faithful servant ; enter thou into the joy of 
thy Lord.' 



TO LADIES IN THE WORLD. 

JVow that we have seen some ot tiaa 
mat should occupy the mind oi eada. of 
r ° u > no * that we are beginning to » 
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take in a few of the duties incumbent on every 
soul before me, let us strive to make the fore- 
going remarks practical, and apply them more 
individually to each particular case. 

Perhaps a thought has suggested itself to you 
that you never knew your duties were so great, 
or your responsibilities so heavy; you are 
surprised that your work is so arduous, and 
astonished that God has laid such a burden on 
mortals frail as you. I tell you frankly, sisters, 
so am I. You are feeble, and frivolous, and 
flighty ; yet of tremendous consequence is the 
least of your actions. You are addicted to 
amusement, and devoted to pleasure ; yet grand 
is the task and noble the work which Our Lord 
has given you to do. Perhaps He sees in you 
what man cannot, the possibility of capabilities 
not yet developed — a stratum of earnest thought 
and feeling beneath that babbling current of 
artificial small-talk ; perhaps the levity of mind 
is put on, as well as the levity of manner. We 
hope so, sisters ; we sincerely hope so. 

You are the mistresses of large and handsome 
houses; you have a magnificent suite and a 
well-appointed household; you have a select 
circle of friends with whom it is necessary to 
exchange hospitality ; you haas, \raac»ss^ 
maintain, a place to occupy, T>o "V XSsaaaft. ^V 5 ^ 
for all this? Herein I do tk*. 
warn ye not to make a cfc 
advise you to be careful 
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power. You love control, it is innate in your 
nature. Women are born despots and natural 
tyrants ; but while you seek to exercise your 
sway, forget not, first and foremost, to control 
and subject one who is ever present in your 
thoughts ; whom you are bent on gratifying ; 
for whom you slave, and toil, and work ; whom 
you deck in the newest mode, and bedizen in 
negliges and bangles, never thinking that each 
bangle as you slip it on your arm should remind 
you of the fresh links you are weaving in the 
devirs chain, more fetters for your imprisoned 
soul. 

Why make life a perpetual struggle of ambi- 
tion, a conflict for power, a battle of petty 
rivalries? Are you happy in so doing? Is 
there pleasure in such conduct? Why waste 
your time, your health, your talents in a pursuit 
which is trifling and mean ; in which you must 
of necessity dim the lustre of your charms, and 
take away the peace and harmony of a soul at 
rest ? Are you happy ? Is it happiness to have 
the mind convulsed with fierce agitation? to 
have the heart torn with many jealous pangs? 
Is it happiness to be ever struggling — always 
aiming and aspiring to be first, to outshine such 
a one, or to outvie your neighbours? And 
when, after many heart-burnings and Jealousies, 
fierce recriminations, and many a x£\^&k 
tie position is attained — torn lutirvtes^j from 
&e hand of some fair antagonist, ox ^otrntft. 
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It is a stormy night ; the clouds are scudding 
in black masses across the firmament, obscuring 
the pale moon, which emerges but at intervals. 
The wind is rising, and lashes with fury the 
rolling waves as they beat restlessly on the 
rocky shore. It is dark above and dark below ; 
no sound but the roaring wind and the ever- 
dashing ocean. As the moon shines for an in- 
stant from behind the deep purple clouds, it 
reveals a tiny craft, struggling on that seething 
mass of waters. It is frail and slight, and the 
small vessel is threatened every moment with 
being engulfed in those dark and deadly waves. 
In that tiny craft is one person, a weak and 
helpless soul ; standing firm and erect in spite of 
the howling winds, in spite of the cruel hungry 
waves, with one hand she holds to a staff which 
is surmounted by a cross. Her eyes beam with a 
soft and steady lustre; trusting, she fears not 
the fierce elements ; trusting, she hearkens not 
to the wild fury round her. But, sisters, the 
voice of distress sounds in her ears ; the wail 
for help rises above the roar and dashing of the 
throbbing, heaving waters. At the cry for 
mercy, she, who heeded not the tempestuous 
anger of the wildly-tossing spray, starts eager at 
the sound, and straining, sees in the valleys and 
plains of the watery mo\XTftra&,\^fe^ ^J^v 
tossed helplessly to and fro aX toe. \as*»* 
winds and waves, exposed to \>e. •* 
the hard and flinty rocks •> toe* fc^ 605 ** 
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lessly whither chance leads them, and hardly 
have energy sufficient to utter more than that 
weak and feeble moan. 

What does she do, that mortal like themselves; 
that delicate creature of flesh and blood, stand- 
ing alone in the dark night with a sea of human 
bodies in despairing anguish on every side? 
Holding with one hand to the staff, her cross, 
she goes down on her knees, and with more than 
human strength catches hold of the poor for- 
lorn ones, and draws them gently to shelter. 

Is there not excitement ? is there not breath- 
less apprehension ? are there not wild moments 
of throbbing suspense, instants of tumultuous 
agitation ? 

All, she cannot save — she has not strength 
nor room; but as long as breath remains in her 
mortal frame she works vigorously and bravely 
at her task. And when she dies, exhausted at 
length, her only sorrow will be that still so many 
are left exposed, that still so much remains to 
be done. 

Well, sisters, that life might be yours ; that 
life ought to be yours ; that life is yours : but — 
you sleep with the slumber of lethargy. 

Begin with those around you, the nearest and 
the dearest. What of the husband to whom 
you ought to be all in all ? Are you and he 
treading the same path, hand in Viand? You 
are wore or less responsible for Yiis eternal 
? —Jook you to it What of tVve toj Tfoft 
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ones, lent you by Heaven ? Do you do your duty 
when you leave them entirely to the charge of 
paid menials; when you never teach them to 
lisp their prayers at your knees; never bless 
them as they are laid in their baby-cots ? Do not 
be as one mother I know, who left her child en- 
tirely to the care of a Swiss nurse, and when 
she departed and the mother heard her child 
pray, neither mother nor infant knew in what 
language the prayers were supposed to be. The 
mother could not understand a single word ; the 
child could only say, ' Nurse taught me.' 

How can you expect a blessing when you 
bring your children up without one pious custom 
to which their hearts may turn, without one 
childish practice to which their minds may sadly 
and lovingly cling, long, long years after, when 
they, in their turn, have grown grey in years and 
old in sin, working out their lives in a foreign 
land ; when perhaps the soft memory of baby- 
days, and a gentle, holy mother, may bid the 
tears come to eyes unused to weep ; and that 
dewdrop of repentance may, like the Peri, open 
to them the gates of Paradise. 

Oh, Christian mothers, begin from this hour ! 
However engrossed your minds may be, however 
arduous your duties, however full your nights 
of engagements and diversion foA , C\xxs^^'* x ^ 
a few moments from ^ovrc \oxv% «xA 
toilettes, to spend a briei mmuXft vex ^J^L^ 
to hear the little ones lisp xYievt Xtf^Vv^ ^ 



20 SPIRIT OF ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

frankness, discuss your concerns, ' candidly * & 
ing : * You know, dear so-and-so, I can't flatt 
I always say what I think. I am painfu 
truthful !' and they draw you on to make adn 
sions, to state facts, to confess to fancies ; tr 
they go away to the next house, and that w< 
derful gift of veracity renders it absolut 
necessary for them to say there 4 just what tl 
think.' So the severest satire, the cruellest 
marks are passed, subjects that ought to 
delicately and tenderly touched, are exposed 
the rough handling and coarse glare of a set 
delighted jackdaws, only too pleased to hi 
some fresh subject to give vent to their malick 
love of talk. 

The heart is bruised and wounded, and knc 
not where to turn. Your affections, you thi 
bitterly, are blasted : your will is thwarted ; yc 
ambitions end in smoke. You are born to ob< 
and you die to command. Love of admirati 
consumes you, and do you ever get your fi! 
The spirit of desolation takes possession of yc 
heart ; you feel the hollowness and mockery 
that which the world call bliss ! 

And the result ? 

You either throw yourself headlong into dt 
rious excitement, feverish pleasure, and dangero 
diversions, or you become cynical and seve: 
morose and sour; pride yourseVves ^oxv i 
bitterness of your remarks, axvd tVui 
°*~ your manner. 



SPIRIT OF ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST 21 



Is the picture overdrawn, my sisters ? If it 
has not yet come to you, it has still to come. 
Why not follow my advice, and turn to religion ? 

'Shall I there find spiritual sweetness, heavenly 
consolations, inebriating sympathy, and holy joy r 
the poor crushed soul eagerly inquires. 

* No t I answer uncompromisingly, 4 no P 

Such things have been granted, and will still 
be given ; but no one has a right to expect 
them; and not ten in a hundred know what 
they mean. But, as you are to suffer and have 
to endure; as crosses and trials are in store for 
you ; the older and stronger you get, the more 
you will have to bear — why not show the wisdom 
of the serpent with the simplicity of the dove ? 
Go to that Fount where strength is lavishly 
poured out, where sufferings are salutary, and 
trouble efficacious ; ask with simplicity for 
grace to stand the storm, so that each cross as 
it comes will be the cause of greater graces, and 
bring a richer store of blessings to you and 
those you love. You must suffer; why then 
rebel? It will do no good; better bear the 
burden bravely and brightly, with cheerful forti- 
tude and Christian pride. 

I have seen you endure the cruellest stabs 
with the greatest outward composure, \. ^^s^^ 
heard you laugh, and lau&Yv. ^assv 
that the heart was bleeding varowSfci ^^S^ 
thick dark drops which owz 
agony; and I have maxve\\e& *X 
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straints, cut off from home ties, with nothing in 
the world to control him but a weak will and a 
wild heart ? What he is here, so he will be 
there in a ten times worse degree ; and you are 
bound, as long as any one thing can influence 
him here, to keep him within the sphere of 
moral discipline and legal restraint I do not 
say that no one should go abroad, but I do say 
that those who hurry young men out of the 
country because they are wild and are doing no 
good here, have a great deal to answer for ; and 
you mothers are more or less responsible — look 
you to it 

Besides your husband and your children, 
you are bound to look* after those under your 
care : your servants, your household ; you have 
duties towards each individual You have to 
edify them, to set others a good example, to 
exercise a strict supervision over your domestic 
affairs ; you have to see that nothing takes place 
under your roof which might scandalize or shock 
them. And that which is incumbent on you as 
wife, and mother, and mistress, is also in the 
same strict and rigorous manner required with 
regard to your relations with the outside world — 
relations, friends, acquaintances, those whom 
you meet at garden-parties, lawn-tennis gather- 
ings, five o'clock teas, or ' at homes.' 
How sax you say, sisters, there is nofttvu&to 
£ oJ> -How can you waste your time, ^\\e.tw 
mothers and sisters are sinking in tte nw*** 
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either side, and you will not so much as stretch 
out a hand to save them ? Rather should you 
be penetrated with the profound conviction of 
the importance of the work and the multiplicity 
of your duties — so much to fulfil ; and she who 
has to do it so weak, so frail, so inconstant ! 

You want help, and strength, and grace, every 
moment of your lives ; and where do I tell you 
to get it? Weary with disappointment, tired 
with thwarted ambitions, shall you pour out your 
tale of sorrows and griefs in some sister-ear? 
Yes, if you want a butterfly's sympathy, or con- 
solation from a bright-winged jay. Sick of this 
world's pleasures, and sad with worldly cares, 
shall you whisper all your anxieties and wishes 
to some holy priest ? No, sisters ; for that is not 
their office. Sins, temptations, and spiritual 
trials are what they sit to hear. Advice and 
good counsel, help and strength, you will get in 
the hour of need; but petty trifles and small 
details waste his time and yours. He may 
have too much courtesy or too much kindness 
to tell you so, but, believe me, home affairs 
should only be discussed within home-precincts, 
even at the risk of depriving you of a little 
external consolation. If you are borne down with 
desolation, weighed almost to the ground by 
earthly misery and this viox\^% \sSa>S&\ ^ ^^^t 
ire enduring anguish of tcvvcv^, rak 

rental torture through tYie *\\VcotA^cX ^ 

'ed one— come mtYi me, ^ ^ 
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to a spot where no stricken soul ever came and 
went away uncomforted. Come, and I will lead 
you to the foot of the Cross ; but I will not ask 
you to gaze at the dying Lord : the sight of His 
mangled body and gaping wounds might excite 
too burning sentiments of self-reproach and con- 
fusion in a heart already laden with a heavy 
burden ; but I would take you to her who 
stands with head bowed down, and tearless eyes, 
feeling to the heart's core every throb of pain 
which her only Son endures. 

Sisters, does she seek to share her grief? does 
she ask for consolation or relief ? 

Look at our beloved Mater Dolorosa, with 
every nerve tingling with strongly suppressed 
emotion, every fibre quivering with the repressed 
agony of a loving, sensitive nature ; yet her 
hands are clasped in silent anguish, and not one 
moan or tear tells of the torture endured by our 
peerless Queen. Sweetly and faithfully stands 
she there, strong to endure, firm to persevere, 
with a holy, patient reserve you would do well 
to imitate, which lends a majestic dignity to the 
delicate, gentle Virgin. 

Say not that her sorrows are not your sorrows ; 
that she knew her Son was divine ; and she had 
not the agony of seeing a treasured child enter 
the path of perdition : that she had not to follow 
Aim, step by step, with streaming e^s^ on his 
road to ruin. I tell you, all this she expetvtfic^ 
tenfold more. I tell you, sVie Von^ 
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soul, each man there present, as — thank God 
— our poor, weak, human nature can never love. 
I tell you, she loved Judas with an intensity you 
never bestowed on child of your own, however 
dear ; and it was the helplessness and the hope- 
lessness of her love which rent her heart 
almost in twain, and caused her such mute and 
fearful agony. 

Again, is it not hard for a mother to see dis- 
sension and discord in her family ; to see the 
members fight and quarrel ; to see one, and per- 
haps the darling of her heart, abused and ill- 
treated ? Yes, this our sweet Lady suffered, and 
suffered all in silence. 

» Did she not see Christ's fellow-men, His 
brothers, strike, and abuse, and ill-treat her 
spotless, immaculate Son ? Did not her heart 
yearn and long for those unhappy children, 
whom she would have loved to entreat and 
persuade to better things? Yet with all the 
concentrated force and love of the tenderest of 
mothers, the sweetest of friends, she stood 
calmly and silently there ; suffering, as she only 
could suffer ; praying, as she only could pray. 
She knows all your sorrow; she has sorrowed too. 
Go then to her, cast all your trials at her 
feet ; nothing is too small for her to comfort, 
nothing too trifling to cotvstote. -a?^ Ns^ 

trouble— that is enough fox omt \^s^^>f* 
Dolorosa; ask her fox every feuo^ ^fw^ 
in every grief She knew* Vt V** xw * 
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you to her feet ; she knows that love must be 
suffering, and that peace is past pain. 

Pray, and those sweet, compassionate eyes 
will He cast on you with love and sympathy; 
pray, and her virgin hands will soothe away your 
pain ; pray, and she will offer her sensitive 
human heart, which still loves each creature so 
dearly, to her beloved Son ; and she will obtain 
for you strength, and calmness, and fortitude — 
each virtue as it is wanted, and many favours 
for those you love. 

Say not once, but a hundred times a day — say 
in joy and in sorrow, in pleasure and in pain : 
' Mater Dolorosa, teach me how to pray.' * Mary, 
give me patience.' 1 Mary, give me love.' 

TO YOUNG GIRLS. 

Now, my children, I am to address a few remarks 
to you, and of all my tasks this is the most diffi- 
cult ; for how am I to touch hearts so light, and 
apparently so incapable of sound religious 
thought ? This is an age when you consider it 
sarcastic to be flippant and clever to be profane ; 
when you return from your schools (or do you 
not call them colleges ?) finished. What does 
that expressive word n.ean? I will tell you, 
children. 

Generally it means a young lady ^nVio can 
sing 3nc j WO rk beautifully ; who can speak 
sreat many languages; who has studied ^ 



SPIRIT OF ST JOHN THE BAPTIST. 33 



elements of philosophy, mathematics, and 
algebra, till she has got a smattering of each 
and a foundation of none. It means a young 
lady who has perfected herself in the study of 
carriage and deportment ; who has devoted 
much time to dancing and other elegant accom- 
plishments, and now returns home considering 
herself competent to dictate on all questions 
concerning political economy, philosophy, 
science, and religion. She considers that her 
education is completed, and looks forward to a 
life of amusement and ease. She throws aside 
all pretence of regularity and order, and endea- 
vours to be busy only in recreation and diversion, 
considering that day lost during which she has 
not attended one ball or festive gathering, and 
been present at one musical soiree or matinee 
musicale. 

You want something to amuse you, and 
people are kind. They like young girls, they 
like something new; they invite you, and you 
go. This constant racket fills up your thoughts 
and your time : you have no leisure for a single 
serious idea. * Time enough for that,' you say 
impatiently. Poor children ! your friends treat 
you badly ; they teach you to be frivolous, yet 
expect you to have sense. You play all da.H% 
and then imagine you axe rca&j "as^ ^* ^ 
become pattern wives at\<i mo\)cve\^ ^^^S 

to-day so you will be to-mouo^. 

must come from your owti ^ 
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I from your own heart. But at present, if I could 
| read those hearts, I should see only these few 
| words repeated over and over again — men, flir- 
j tation, balls, lawn-tennis, dress. Think, and 
I tell me if it is true. 

j You say that you are doing no harm. Oh, 

I listen to me ! You are laying the foundation of 
innumerable faults ; you are planting the root of 
j evil customs and pernicious habits, which will 
cause you to find life dull, stale, and wearisome 
| when amusements are no longer within reach, or 
1 when you have duties which perforce demand that 
I you relinquish some portion of them. Is it not 
| harm, or next door to harm, to pervert every 
j faculty of your mind, every fibre of your body, to 
such a degree that you ^are thoroughly wearied 
j and tired out ? Your nerves are on the stretch ; 
1 perhaps the effort of being good-tempered for so 
| long a time has been too much, and you now 
! experience a reaction. Those at home are the 
ones who suffer, who have to bear with your 
impatience, to endure your fretfulness. And let 
| me warn you, children, that such ill-temper soon 
becomes constitutional ; rest does not always 
restore equilibrium to the mind, or peace to 
overstrained nerves. The older you grow, the 
more intolerant and irritable you will become ; 
' you will have more to try you, and you have 
scattered away the store God gave youiox tauta 
. ° r *eed. Again, is it not harm, ot &o<* \j 
oaroa, to spend the mornings in bed > Vo\*t 
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late in rising, so late in coming down ? Is it 
not harm to lounge away those moments, all of 
which, one day, will have to be accounted for ? 

I could go on much longer, but I spare you. 
I wish to proceed to the next stage, and we 
have not much time before us. 

There are many of you who will agree with 
me in saying that a life of pleasure is a life of 
frivolity ; there are many girls who acknowledge 
that such a life is simply a craving of the inferior 
parts of our nature for sensation and excitement. 
Quite right, children, we go together there. 
But will you follow me, and show the same de- 
lightful unity of ideas and harmony of thought, 
when I lay down as an incontrovertible dictum 
that you, who consider yourselves superior to 
such folly, that you who aim at being literary, 
and ' go in ' for mental culture, intellectual free- 
dom, and a host of other long sounding names, 
are just as eager for excitement, have just as 
great a craving for sensation and amusement ? 
They toy with their senses, you toy with your 
brains ; that's all. They play with their hearts 
(and those of other people's) ; you play with 
your minds, and trifle with your intellectual 
faculties — that's all. You like mental excite- 
ment; they are content with what Yon^lfias^ 4 ^ 
designate mere animal emo\!\o^V ^o^^^^ 
sensations ' of human pam axA V>ukn3^ v^^^ 
Yet yours is just as dangexou^oft.^^^ 
You have vivid imagination ^ 
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heat, or rather vilify and deprave them, to base 
and ignoble ends; you seek to dive into subjects 
far removed from your sphere ; you bring with 
you a mind not trained or disciplined for the 
task, and you plunge headlong into a wild sea of 
mystic speculations, abstruse theories, false 
doctrines, and open unbelief. Mental excite- 
ment is deliriously fascinating, and there are few 
who remain steady if once they have tasted the 
intoxicating draught. You are free to choose 
amidst all that crowd of false sages and so-called 
savants. You revel in the pleasure of your 
highly select company. Then you do either one 
of two things. You either imbibe and drink in 
the errors of one in particular, whose views you 
adopt, whose disciple you become, or you 
endeavour to think for yourself, and your organ 
of thought, and your powers of ratiocination 
being yet but in a crude state, you select an 
idea here and a theory there, till you have 
patched up for yourself the most absurd, the 
most inconsequent and illogical system that ever 
saw the day. 

This is essentially an age of sentimental infi- 
delity, of emotional philosophy, semi-pagan and 
semi-superstitious, more perilous to young minds 
than the sickly sensational trash in which your 
grandmothers indulged. Be wise, and keep 
away from it, children. It oxAy teachs* ^o\>As> 
be full of pride ; it inflames youx 
mates you to throw off all cotrttoV \ Sfc io*\.w 
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rebellion, and p^mpts you to acts of so-called 
independence and self-will which will cause you 
in after life many bitter tears of remorse. Re- 
member reading will make you either great 
saints or great sinners. Which is it to be ? 

' Then a time comes to all of us, children, 
when, young though we are, we get disgusted 
with the world, sick of its follies, weary of 
vanity; when we experience the truth of the 
saying, 'Happiness mdy be, but misery ts f ; 
when we realize with startling vividness that life 
is made up of shadows without the substance, 
exertion without reward ; when we feel that it is 
easy to fall into snares, but oh ! so hard to get 
out again ; when, with the fierce energy of youth 
you have craved hungrily to be satisfied, and 
the fruit has tasted bitter in your mouth ; when 
you kneel before the altar, a crushed and broken 
thing, and feel that you have had a parching 
thirst for enjoyment, demanded pleasure as a 
right, snatched, if I may so speak, the cup of 
worldly joy from the Creator's hand, and before 
the angel had time to dilute the poison with 
cooling grace, you have swallowed some of the 
inebriating nectar, and now have received the 
recompense. 

The time comes when you feel that that very 
intellect of which you had besti <<$sas>- 
directed by the fallacious fixe eft ^o\ftX^V^\*^ 
Jed you astray. In looking 
your very genius was abiw^ *cv& sewk^ ^ ^ 
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beaten pathways were yon^i r testation, and 
audacious short-cuts what your soul delighted 
in ; that you prided yourself on the ease with 
which you laid low established opinions, and 
raised up theories, wild and daring, of which 
no one saw the brilliancy but your poor mis- 
guided self. You see that you were but a flash- 
ing meteor sparkling through space, now dis- 
appeared into total darkness. The peace and 
tranquillity of the sanctuary appeals strongly to 
your perturbed and bewildered mind ; the tiny 
altar-star invites you to repose and calm, far 
from the hollowness and mockery of the world ; 
you begin to attend the religious services of the 
Church ; the solemn strains of sweetly subdued 
music seem to sink into your chastened soul, 
and to whisper ' Peace is here.' The lights, the 
incense, the adoring people, the hushed solemnity 
of the scene strangely thrills and impresses you ; 
you yearn to bury yourself in some secluded 
cloister, unknown to the world and its myr- 
midons. Another phase of mental excitement, 
children, nothing more. It is not that religion 
makes you think seriously of your eternal salva- 
tion, but it makes you feel It is the natural 
reaction of human nature, and not to be trusted. 
Life in a convent is not such as a highly excited 
imagination portrays ; and though you may 
pour out sentimental rhapsodies to friends, scad 
nr/tc gushing effusions to priests, you vi\\\ frcA 
'* no* so much an impulse of pace to « 
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effort of nature to jrestore its equilibrium. Take 
it quietly, children, and wait to see its effects. 
Don't be afraid that Our Lord will forget you, if 
you wait humbly at the door. There is no 
reason in grace. He may have called you for 
His own ends. With the waywardness of love, 
He may have selected you as the object of His 
choicest favours. But the call will be unmis- 
takable when it does come; waiting will but 
deepen the voice. But those calls are few and 
far between. 

There are, comparatively speaking, but few 
who are chosen to abide in the hot-house of the 
Lord, who bloom under His special protection, 
and blossom under His loving care. Most of 
us, dear children, are but wild flowers of our 
Creator, growing free in the hedgerows of His 
domain, springing up in secluded corners, 
climbing among the rocks and boulders of this 
rugged, storm-beaten world. Yet, though they 
may yield no sweet perfume, like the cultured 
exotics, though they may never reach that per- 
fection of colour, and form, and size which forms 
the beauty and rarity of His favoured flowers, 
yet they are sweet to behold and fair to see. If 
they flower bravely and cheerfully for Him who 
made them, they are doing God's work. He is 
not unmindful of the works oC 
J would say that they c»xl to \ssc^ ^ 
more, if they will, in the A 
for whereas but a pfwW^&te^ ™^ 
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garden of the Almighty and behold His guarded 
treasures, these little wild flowers are to be seen 
by all, and in their humble way can attract every 
passer by, by the holiness of their lives and the 
sweetness of their manners. 

Do you imagine for a moment, children, that 
only nuns have duties to perform, and that you 
are at liberty to fritter away as much time as 
you like ? From the moment you were born, 
by the very fact of your existence, you had 
obligations to fulfil, strict charges to perform. 
You are bound, whether you will or no (as 
strictly as a nun by her vows), to devote each 
gift, each talent, to God. You are bound to 
restore to God what He has bestowed on you ; 
five talents must bring five, ten — ten. Can you 
sing ? God gave you your voice, and you are 
bound to make some effort to sing His heavenly 
glory. That voice which is quick and ready 
enough to be heard in sentimental love-ditties 
or fashionable ballads, should not be slow to 
chant hymns in honour of our Redeemer and 
praises of our * Mater Dolorosa.' Can you draw 
or paint? If so, you are bound to devote 
some portion of that talent to God's service. 
Can you work? Then are you bound to do 
something for God's temple, for the use of the 
ministers of His altar. Can you write ? Then 
must you write books which sh&\\ excite 

thoughts and holy desires, or else iwisl ^ ^ns. 

foe money obtained to the poor in U\s 
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There is not a talent you possess, not a gift you 
have, which you are not bound to consecrate 
and devote to His glory in some way. Have 
you the gift of taste? — use it for the adorn- 
ment of His altars. You can arrange a dinner- 
table with artistic skill, you can contrive a most 
elaborate toilette with consummate art; apply the 
same energy and attention to a pious object, 
and God will bless you for it. Have you the 
gift of teaching? Go to the Sunday School, 
attend night classes, work hard, work truly, and 
that time which might otherwise be spent in 
vague searches after hidden creeds, those 
faculties which might otherwise be depraved 
and turned from their rightful sources, will be 
fructified and increased and developed. It will 
teach you how impossible it is [to sit down with 
your hands in your lap and say, * I love God.' 

This is an age of stirring events, when the 
mental and intellectual activity of our greatest 
and grandest is ever on the stretch, and the 
same spirit of restless energy and wild specula- 
tion has communicated itself to all around. But 
do not think, children, that religion is but an out- 
come of momentary effervescence, a vent for fitful 
enthusiasm. You cannot flirt with our Lord. You 
cannot be devout one day and careless the next. 
You cannot take up a dut^ ox^ 
leave it the next. The lo&Xaxft. w^as*- ^ 
task through caprice, 
weakened in your soul, mi -jow^^ 
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and helpless (all the more so because you are 
vain and self-confident), throw away each favour 
as it comes, and with a shrug of your shoulders, 
say, ' It is not worth trying to keep.' 

Do you know we are like lucifer matches. 
When we received the light of faith we were 
struck on the box of baptism, but if we expose 
the wavering flame how quickly will the baleful 
winds extinguish the flickering light. What are 
we to do, children ? It says, ' Ignite only on 
the box.' Can we be baptized again, or must 
we remain a withered, charred stick ? But look 
at the goodness of God. He can take the poor 
half-burnt piece of wood, and light it at the 
candle of faith, or let it be illumined from the 
altar lamp of love. 

You will say, perhaps, that much piety makes 
people egotistic and self-conscious; it teaches 
one to brood constantly over one's self, and to 
be always in fear lest one has done wrong. 
That's not genuine piety, children, believe me. 
Genuine piety, true and simple, consists princi- 
pally in total and absolute forgetfulness of self, 
in sacrifice, in mercy, in penance, and in prayer. 
We are born for other people, not for ourselves 
alone, and that time is wasted which is not 
employed, either actively or in the abstract, for 
some one else's soul. It is not enough to live a 
JJfe of no harm ; it is impossible to ^te&erofe 
state of innocent torpor. Is it 4 no Y^ara^ tkn«. 
to raise your thoughts to God? nevex Vo ecD\>Vv| 
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your hands, your voice, your feet in His service ? 
Is it ' no harm ' to use your intellect to discover 
faults, to exert your mind to fathom sinful 
doctrines ? Remember, you will have to answer 
for every moment when your ideas were not 
penetrated with the consciousness of God's pre- 
sence ; you will have to answer for every word 
that comes from a heart brimful of trifling 
wishes, and running over with frivolous aspira- 
tions ; you will have to answer for every glance 
from those eyes which should be constantly 
fixed on God, but are, alas ! but too often any- 
where. Every book you read, every emotion it 
excites, every sensation it creates — all those 
vapid, idle novels, which take up so much of 
your time, each word as it is received from the 
eye and enters into your brain, will be remem- 
bered for or against you. Each act of luxury, 
each deed of self-indulgence, all those hours of 
dissipation, all those frivolous speeches which 
flow from your mouth as water from a spout — 
all and each one are remembered long after 
those who have uttered and those who have 
heard have passed on their way, forgetting and 
forgot. 

Are you afraid that I shall make you too 
serious for your age if I talk in this way ? There 
is no fear, my children. It will do Vassal 
think gravely for a. few motrvexvts ot^K^^^O^^ 
Those are wrong who ca\\ ^owftv ^ 
time of one's life, and a tew s^'^^^ 
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lessen your powers of enjoyment 1 
time of wishing, a time of unsatisfied ; 
we demand pleasure as a right, we gras 
necessity ; we rebel angrily when thwa 
will not bow to the inevitable disappoin 
store for us. We think that we can cai 
tiling before us by the strength of our 
the ardour of our desires, and often 
must be the sorrow ere we have learnt t 
broken virtue of submission. Therefore, 
it is never too young to lay in a stock 
qualities which you will require in a 
Passive goodness is a nondescript virtu 
want you to have other thoughts besidt 
ment, other aspirations beyond enjoyi 
do not ask you to be content. No 
and nobody will be ; but let your discc 
confined only to your spiritual position, 
think you are good enough. Aim high 
your standard ; never rest at mediocrity 
lawn-tennis you do not aim low, or 3 
would be caught in the net, and wher 
one court you try to get into another ; 
not when you have reached one posit 
on to the next. Sweeten your lives wi 
fications, adorn them with jewels of pen 
you do not love suffering, pray that y< 
you will get what you ask, and so c 
devil Suffering has to come, sxud c 
brave acceptance of it can it be made m 
2ftbk of the mighty work youYiave 
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round, and see so many people living in ignorance 
and sin. As English girls they have a claim on 
you ; as brothers and sisters, you are bound to 
pray for them. 

The conversion of England depends on the 
exertion of each individual English Catholic, 
and unless you make every effort how can you 
expect any change to take place? Do you 
know one family where there is not some mem- 
ber who is not as he ought to be ? Perhaps he 
is but waiting for your prayers, and by those 
prayers you will dry a mother's tears, soften a 
bad man's heart, comfort a sister in distress, or 
bring joy to an afflicted wife. And yet you are 
too careless, too indolent, to take that trouble. 
You won't reflect, it's too fatiguing. Good 
heavens ! you think nothing of wasting hours in 
senseless folly, days in profitless amusement; 
you will spend more time than you would like 
to own closeted with your maid or your dress- 
maker, yet a tiny prayer takes up too much of 
your valuable precious time. You would not 
like to be considered hard and unfeeling, cruel 
as a rock, insensible as a stone. You can weep 
oceans over a sickly novel, you can sob with 
emotion at a play or a drama, yet agonizing 
pain, heart-breaking suffering is before ^ovs^ 
staring you in the face, atA wSfcc* ^fs^. 
your heads away, woTkterc\% ™ e ^^^c>s 

audacity to mention smcYi 

Oh, that you wou\d pxotw&fc e&.cX^*> 
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you lay down on your luxurious couches, to 
stand still at the open window, and hearken to 
the dense silence of the night. The air is 
hushed. The din of crowded thoroughfares has 
ceased, silence breathes around, and gentle slum- 
ber seems to have spread her drowsy mantle over 
all things. Yet if you could lift the mantle and 
see as I see, you would behold crime stalking 
with bare-faced impunity : you would see sins 
committed which brand their red scar indelibly 
on the felon's brow, sins which make the heart 
turn sick, and the blood run cold. You would 
see sins perpetrated blacker than the blackest 
night ; you would hear the universal howl of 
blasphemies and imprecations and oaths that 
rise like noisome exhalations through the quiet 
night to the throne of the Deity; you would 
hear the clank of the heavy chain which the 
devil binds round each of his victims, and as 
the dull thud proclaims new links and stronger 
fetters, could you sleep peacefully without one 
supplication for those poor erring souls ? 

Never pass a night without offering one sigh 
of supplication, one prayer of entreaty, against 
that mighty tide of iniquity, shoaling up the 
sands of time, and beating against the unchange- 
able shores of eternity. Be not alarmed at the 
tiny good, so small a child as you can do against 
all that sea. of misery and crime. Xom c»xl 
yeast try, and if each child I now ^o\£A 
wctise virtue for such an object, wV^. vsvto 
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might not be saved, what weary hearts made 
light ! At first very likely, my children, you 
will think it but a dull prospect to look forward 
to days of stern repression, to nights of constant 
prayer. Very likely the idea of strict fasting, 
rigorously kept vigils, and unvaried gentle good 
temper may terrify and keep you back. I am 
not surprised, for few of you know what self- 
denial or cheerful patience means. The effort at 
first must be stupendous, I know, but is not the 
prize worth the struggle ? 

You all want an object. Here is one close at 
hand ; a grand, a great, a glorious one ; work 
hard, ardour and enthusiasm will take possession 
of your hearts. So strongly am I convinced of 
this, that I safely promise you, if you still find it 
does not employ all your energies and every 
atom of your strength and power, if you still find 
time hang heavy on your hands, then employ those 
superfluous hours in flirting or any of your former 
foolish pastimes, and you will discover that such 
amusements are insipid and vapid now, that they 
have lost their piquante flavour ; you will dis- 
cover that to fulfil this gigantic, this sublime 
work no pains will be thought intolerable, and 
that the gall of penance tastes sweet as honey in 
the mouths of those saturated and permeated 
with Divine grace. 
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To Young Men. 

c Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.' 
That saying might be applied with truth to the 
people to whom it was addressed, but it would 
hardly be an apposite remark to those who live 
your lives. Rather should it be changed into, 
* Let us eat and drink, to-morrow do the same/ 
for it never seems to enter your heads that some 
day or other, sooner or later, next week or next 
year, there will be an end of all this rioting ; 
that a time will come, that a time is coming, 
when stripped of all your worldly goods, divested 
of every artificial acquirement, devoid of that 
important ' swagger,' which is so * telling ' here 
below; shorn of those jackdaw feathers, bor- 
rowed from lordly fools —you stand face to face, 
alone with your Creator, not backed or egged on 
by Lord this, and Sir somebody that, but soli- 
tary, defenceless, and alone ; clothed only with 
those virtues you have earned by patience and 
fortitude, ornamented but by those graces you 
have merited through your fidelity to grace 
and singleness of heart. Alas ! brothers, I am 
afraid many of you will wear but the mantle 
of shame, while you strive to conceal the only 
garb you possess — the garb of guilt. And the 
questions that will be asked you, have you 
ever thought of them? Those mom«otafc--o£ 
which every one ought to be dtvole&toO^xYra^ 
* least in steadiness of action and 
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thought; how many have you given to God? 
Those talents, those gifts, those exterior graces, 
which you have cultivated with so much assiduity 
to win renown, or acquire esteem; what are 
they but lost, and worse than useless ? Those 
powers of the mind which have been allowed to 
lie fallow through indolence, or exercised only 
through motives of ambition and vanity ; those 
affections of the heart perverted and encouraged 
to run in fatally wrong grooves ; what are they 
but lost, and worse than useless ? 

How often have you used your memory to re- 
call words of warning, whispers of advice, or 
gentle admonitions to virtue? How often have 
you used your memory to recall idle songs, pro- 
fane tales, or wicked ideas ? Compare the two, 
brothers, and give a truthful answer. How often 
have you exercised your understanding in seek- 
ing to comprehend the marvels of religion, to 
penetrate and admire the mysteries of grace, or 
to acquire a fuller knowledge of the love and 
sufferings of your crucified Redeemer? How 
often have you exercised your understanding in 
drinking in dangerous doctrines, imbibing false 
opinions, or grasping at mis-called truths, which 
please your mind, itching for novelty and indul- 
gence ? Compare the two, brothers, and give a 
truthful answer. How oftexv ^om «wc^ss^^ 
your will in habits of TestcavnX axA 
in pious customs and YvoYy fcttfcc&acf* ^ 
often have you employed youx ^ ~ 
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lawless dissipation, uncontrolled self-indi 
gence, and unbridled license? Compare tl 
two, brothers, and give a truthful answer. Y( 
think it 'soft' to be religious; 'weak* to 1 
pious ; such things do well enough for worn- 
and children, but you — you are superior to su 
things ! Indeed, brothers, and you prove 
don't you? You succeed extremely well 
being sober and steady, without ever asking 1 
help; you manage by your own will to be 
model of virtue, to preserve yourselves from p 
falls and snares ; to lead an irreproachable li 
and to win the respect of your neighbour ? 
thought so ! Abstract thoughts and concn 
statements differ rather here, my brothers ! 
it is ' soft ' to be religious, * soft ' to be good ! 

I wonder if you will not feel ten times m< 
' soft ' at the day of judgment, when, before 
that concourse of brave virgins, and faith 
maidens, you hear the sentence of condemnati 
pronounced against you, and you will have 
sneak into hell, ashamed and humiliated, in p 
sence of that immense band of holy childr* 
and pious women, who were not afraid to ma 
the effort from which you shrank, and overcai 
their timid, delicate natures to win a crown 
glory. 

Since when has it been 'soft' to fight, 
struggle, and to overcome ? Since Vas 
been 'soft' to brave human wspecx, \o \* 
c *ea unto blood, to do and foro ^ to 
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righteous cause? Is it not a thousand times 
more * soft ' to linger indolently in the rear, to 
bury yourself in the bed of idleness, and put 
the clothes of obstinacy and self-indulgence over 
your heads, for fear the trumpet-blast should 
rouse your better nature and summon you to 
action ? 

Oh ! you are cowards, one and all; despicable, 
craven dogs, however you may brazen the matter 
out with your lordly air of superiority over God 
and man. You pretend to believe that there is 
no hell (I almost wish for your sakes, brethren, 
it was so), because then you can go on unchecked 
in your mad career of dissipation, and frivolous, 
butterfly life. You don't believe, because you 
don't think ; you won't think, because you will 
not be stopped in your reckless manner of living. 
You pretend to believe that there is no God ; 
you think it grand to call yourselves atheists 
— an assertion of independence pleasing to your 
arrogant weakness of intellect. Yet, how often 
and how naturally the exclamation, ' good God ' 
escapes your lips, in moments of surprise and 
astonishment; how often does the involun- 
tary cry, 'God help us* burst from you, in 
moments of extreme pain, or when stunned by 
a sudden blow ? Like the devils, forced to b<y* 
their heads at the sacred ^ot^^x*. «^ 
involuntary though b\asptamov& cot^^e*^? 
faith when orT your guard, axA tot 
instant Nature has resumed W ^JL^. 
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through that coat of veneer and varnish you 
have paid so dearly to lay on. 

You call the Bible * a collection of old wives' 
tales/ and its parables, 'another edition of 
^Esop's fables.' This is ventilating your ideas, 
* the progress of thought,' and the ' new move- 
ment of the nineteenth century.' Give me leave 
to doubt, brothers, if you possess any ideas ; at 
least you have not given proof of any so far. You 
are but base imitators, after all ; a certain set, a 
few young men with little brain, but an unfortu- 
nate and feminine * gift of the gab ' — get hold of 
such notions, and set the prevailing fashion; 
you adopt these current opinions, because it 
saves you the trouble of thinking, and chimes 
in with your desires of lawless self-indulgence, 
with that lazy torpor which is carefully cultivated 
as the height of good breeding. 

You have no right to say you believe, or you 
do not believe ; you have no right to say you 
hold such an opinion, or profess such a doctrine, 
till you have read all that has been written on 
the subject by clever and standard men; till you 
have weighed every statement, sounded every 
proposition, followed up every argument, worked 
out every theory, and tested the truth or fallacy 
of each thesis by personal application. 

When you have done all that, and further con- 
sulted learned and Jiving followeis c& \\\s ^hcca 
theories, conversed with their most G*tatat»te& 
°PPonents — when you have dons 
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may pity but I shall not despise you as the 
ase low-natured youth who cringes to popular 
pinion, and considers religion a synonym for 
ishion. But such exertion is too much for you 
owadays. It is not the correct thing to show 
luch energy or animation about anything. I 
in hear you say, as you adjust your eyeglass, 
id languidly cross your leg, 'What does the 
:llow mean ? It's awful bad form, you know.' 

suppose you intend to saunter leisurely into 
saven. I suppose you imagine the lardy-dardy 
veil will take immensely there, and that you can 
roll in that direction whenever your supreme 
igh-mightiness feels inclined. We will hope 
:>u will not be mistaken, brothers, that's all. 
fe will hope that no sudden shock will destroy 
:>ur daintily conjured vision, that the company 
nong whom you may have to pass eternity will 
lare your exalted opinion of yourself, and join 
ith you in extolling the superiority of your 
lind and the condescension of your manners, 
oor blind moles ! 

Is it these creatures, puffed up with pride and 
jlf-conceit, inflated with vanity, and with the 
re of arrogance burning in their veins so 
srcely that it would be enough to set not only 
le Thames but every English river on fire — is 

these weak silly fools that ^otc\s.w ^1^. Nasss^- 
> admire and bound to ies\>fccX"* ^ 
'I am bound to say it m\ist>oe ^^^J^V* 
ter one or the other. * v 
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quicker perceptions and a ready appreciation 
the sublime and the ridiculous; they must 1 
wilfully blind, or their standard must be co 
siderably lowered, if they can bring themselv 
to find aught to love or respect in the youth 
the present day. 

Yet you, my brothers, are the first to insist < 
a homage almost as exacting as that paid 
maidens in the olden days of chivalry. Y< 
talk of vanity as a feminine quality, yet you a 
sensitive to ridicule as a blushing girl. It would! 
hard to say to whom that little speciality belon 
now. I think it divides its favours impartial 
between both sexes. You look down on tl 
fair sex ; you consider yourselves their lords ai 
masters ; you imagine you are their superior 
you have a complacent feeling of satisfaction 
regarding what you consider your property. B 
suppose for once in your lives you try to put s< 
out of the question, and look at things as th< 
are. Are you superior, or are they more wortl 
of respect? On what foundations do you h 
your claim ? Have you the same singleness 
purpose, the same spirit of self-sacrifice ? Ha 1 
you that capability of devotion (I might almc 
say of immolation) which makes so many wiv 
martyrs, so many mothers saints? Have y< 
that gentle patience, that power of enduranc 
that adaptability of moods and dic\ttc^Tvc 
irh/ch, properly trained, becomes a vxrtxxfe *l 
mghest value ? Do you never tytaim\Le^ 
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domineer, never exact? I suppose you never 
are hasty, or lose your temper, or provoke. I 
am not so sure after all, brothers, that you are 
quite the heroes you make out. What about 
charity ? Ah, you say, * Talking is essentially a 
woman's fault.' I believe you, brethren. Of 
course, you never breathe a word against your 
neighbour at your club ? never utter a syllable 
as you smoke your cigar, or drink your wine, 
which casts a reflection on the fair fame of any- 
one ? You never repeat a tale, to be whispered 
only to select friends ; you never circulate a 
report which is interesting from its scandalous 
import. It has often struck me forcibly, 
brothers, that men are as great gossips, in their 
way, as women; they may not descend into 
such minute details, but those are not necessary 
to start a rumour — those come naturally as the 
ball rolls on its way. 

The only reason that, so far, you have pre- 
served your genus from this reproach is, that 
when you deign to evince an interest in any 
matter of this description, the fair sex, charitably 
(in their delight to get you for a listener or re- 
tailer of gossip) call it 1 interest,' or ' sympathy,' 
or some other fair, false name. Oh ! if I could 
but rouse your sluggish spirits, and put a little 
fire into your spiritual life t II ^<3v\. w&S^Xsck. 
see yourselves as you are — t&€ts. ^\\^^^^^ 
beasts, composed but of sex\s>^\^^^^ 
only on material and corpcroX ^$s»»s» 
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you happy, so wasting your time ? Is it happi- 
ness to spend your money in rioting ; to dawdle 
leisure hours in theatres ; to live a life of 
stimulating excitement, intermingled with hours 
of soul-killing misery ? Is it happiness to feel 
that time is going, and we are going with it ; 
that life is dwindling away, and yet we are as far 
as ever from the attainment of deep-rooted 
satisfaction or content? Is it happiness to 
arrive at that state when days are dull, with- 
out some acts of dissipated folly ; when nights 
are slow, without noise and feverish excitement ? 
Ah ! my brothers ; you know only too well, that 
dissipation means depression, that excess means 
remorse. You may pride yourselves on being 
dare-devils, you may endeavour with fierce 
energy to kill thought and drown memory, but 
the nobler nature which is implanted in each one 
of you will be heard ; and, whether it is in the 
silence of your room, sitting solitary and alone 
after a prolonged revel, where the songs have 
been loud and the companions merry ; or, in 
the midst of a gay throng, all intent on some 
special piece of amusement, and you feel with a 
sudden rush of emotion, how little this gay 
world really cares about you, and a rush of 
holier thoughts comes with the deep sudden 
feeling of isolation, the memory of boyish 
ambitions and /ong-forgotten Joys cornea «cl 
angel's whisper, alas I too often to *x^p& 
w recklessly Hung aside — somcUteic* ^ 
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nobler nature will strive to reach the surface* 
and will make one more effort to regain its 
ascendency. 

Is it happiness to carefully repress all noble 
aspirations, to stem the current of visionary 
but grand, ideas, to teach yourself to subdue 
ail holy emotions, to stultify every rising senti- 
ment of virtue and honour, till you become 
sodden and sottish in your errors, incapable of 
glorious acts of heroism, and dead to keen feel- 
ings of virtue and esteem ? Degraded, vile beasts, 
and you hug yourselves in your filth and crime, 
railing at those who seek to do you good ! Is 
it happiness to get to such a pitch of depravity 
that you cannot exist without a brandy and soda 
as soon as you have swallowed your breakfast ; 
you require refreshment during the course of the 
morning ; you need a stimulant before the close 
of the afternoon ? What is life to you, but a 
prolonged ' liquoring up,' more or less refined, 
according to the length of your purses ? What 
is the result ? When you have had one glass, 
you want another, and another, and another; 
even to the last you remain unsatisfied, and are 
consumed by a thirst which is unquenchable. 
As you have to stop sometime, why not earlier ? 
You must make the effort at one period ; why 
not at that stage where ^o\i w&r. 
merit, and feel the satisfeicAkto 

you possess a certain amoMtvX. c& 

At the very time that suc\\ \* ^w^^ 
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pass the poor tradesman, or mill-hand, reeking 
with publichouse beer, perhaps reeling along 
the street, singing a drunken song, or creating 
a disturbance, a tipsy reveller in a night brawl. 
Or, perhaps you come across some poor, in- 
toxicated woman, smelling of gin and tobacco, 
tumbling about from side to side, swearing and 
cursing at every step ; perhaps you see her 
picked up, a dirty, tangled heap, placed on 
a stretcher, bruised and bleeding, and you turn 
your head away in disgust, feeling as if there 
were pollution in the very air ! 

Yet, brethren, that man or that w r oman may 
be comparatively guiltless in the eyes of Heaven. 
Exposed all day to close, hot rooms, the 
confined air, and stifling atmosphere of their 
work, going home to dirty children, small, badly 
ventilated rooms, cross gruff partners of their 
lives, in a dingy, back street ; what happiness 
have they to look forward to, except oblivion, 
and how can they best obtain it, except through 
drink ? They have not been taught to under- 
stand the full enormity of their crime ; they 
have not been educated to comprehend the 
grossness and wickedness of their sins 1 Ah, 
brothers ! do not wrap yourselves up in your 
fancied exaltedness; many of you will wish to 
come off as well at the last day. 
And the day of death comes \oom\ti^oxi\ tat 
* fray on the horizon at first, but sioroVy 
VProaching. Can you escape it* 
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seem to woo it to advance with hurried steps, since 
the ill-regulated, dissipated life you lead brings 
you nearer more swiftly to that last hour. You 
imagine it will be time enough to think, when 
you are stretched on the bed of sickness, and too 
ill to do anything better ? Have you ever heard 
that awful sentence ? ' As ye live, so shall ye die.' 

Deathbed conversions there have been, it is 
true ; but the favour has generally been granted 
on account of some one good act which the 
poor sinner performed, and has long since for- 
gotten, but which God has generously and 
lavishly repaid him now a hundred fold. Which 
of you here now can .recall one single act of 
that description, and rest satisfied with the 
merited recompense? When the time comes, 
and you have not been cut off suddenly in your 
sins, but are lying, weak, and sickening unto 
death, where is the strength, the vigour, the 
full vitality necessary for the stupendous work 
now before you, of setting your spiritual affairs 
in order? Racked with pain, exhausted with 
suffering, weak with sleepless nights, dull with 
feverish torpor, eyes already glazing with the 
drowsiness of your faculties, nerves on the strain, 
brain irritated almost to torture by the pains and 
miseries endured, with all your mental forces 
weakened and relaxed, ^o\x\"^wtoaa^ 
creased in number and m sViet^fipcw- — -^^-"V^^ 
a fit condition for the exvex^j ^^^^ 
task ? Is your memory ^o\^v^ 
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enough, to pierce through the gloom of past years, 
to dive into the dark corners of old, and bygone 
acts ? How can you remember the motives that 
inspired every single act, every trifling deed of 
many, many years? Yet it all has to be ac- 
counted for, and if not rigorously and faithfully 
done, brothers, where are you ? Is your under- 
standing still sufficiently clear to follow and 
grasp the meaning of all that is said to you, of 
all that you hear? Can you go through the 
intricacies and mazes of the confused labyrinth 
of facts and fancies, doubts and deeds, which 
have to be unravelled and set in order? Yet 
it all has to be inquired into, and strictly 
examined; and if not earnestly and persever- 
ingly done, brothers, where are you? Have 
you the will, when wanted to put your worldly 
affairs in order, or engaged in bidding farewell 
to friends, or seeking repose from the ceaseless 
agony, resolutely to turn all thoughts away, to 
devote yourself body and mind to the task 
before you ? For the first time in your life the 
contemplation of self will be disagreeable ; you 
will delay, or hurry over, an undertaking fraught 
with so much that is painful to self-esteem. The 
dusky hues of death steal on, the white face be- 
comes grey, the eyes lose their light, the fire 
of consciousness is dwindling down to a few 
cterred embers, the limbs are stiffen^, flaa 
^sciesgrow rigid, and there is life onVj m 
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Then, at that supreme moment when the 
ongue can no longer speak, and the eyes are 
oo dull to express thought, then will a rush of 
memory flood over the soul, surging through 
like a bitter, scathing east wind ; with ruthless 
fierceness, eddying round and round the dying 
man, collecting in its sweeping gusts all the dead 
leaves of bygone sins, all the withered boughs 
of ancient crimes. It will drive them up to 
your feet ; with a furious blast they will be scat- 
tered round about you; they will come from 
the north and the south, from the east and the 
west — pelting down in every direction; and 
memory will mockingly tear the veil from your 
eyes, show you all the good you might have 
done, the life you have wasted, the hours you 
have spent in sin, the days you have passed in idle- 
ness and dissipation, the years you have lavished 
in pride and vanity. The fiends of all your 
passions will rise on every side ; and how many 
angels with your good acts will be there to dazzle 
them away ? Taunting voices will shriek back 
to you, through the howling wind, all the sins 
of word which have ever passed your lips. How 
many angels' whispers will be able to murmur 
the prayers you have ever said ? Hideous, re- 
pulsive birds will flutter round your head — flap- 
ping their dark, deadly win^ 4&s^ 
hollow sound of a\\ yoxxxmO^^^^^^ ^ 
many cherubs— ba\Ats m\k toj^ 
nestle caressingly on ^o\£&£*^ 
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back to your memory the time when yoiar 
thoughts were holy and praiseworthy ? Creep- 
ing, twisting serpents will crawl and writhe 
around you, hissing the long list of black and 
wicked deeds which darken your soul. Can 
your heavenly guardian, standing by your side, 
flash with holy triumph the book of your con- 
science before your accusers, and point exult- 
antly to the scroll emblazoned with deeds of 
golden virtue? 

And, brothers, what was your last thought on 
earth will be your first in eternity; over- 
whelmed, stupefied, humbled, and crushed, how 
will you be ready to appear before the Judge ? 
Oh, brothers, say not any more that it is too 
much trouble to think — that there is time 
enough for reflection, and life must have its 
joys. Life is too short to be wasted in trifling 
— to be passed in dangling canes and wearing 
immaculate kids. Life is too grand — too glorious 
— to be wasted in rioting, in feasting, in dissipa- 
tion and excess. You have the work of the 
regeneration of this country in your hands, and 
how do you set about it ? Oh, begin now, before 
it is too late ! Think of all the reparation you 
have to make, the souls you have ruined, the 
sins you have caused, the companions you have 
plunged into crime and misery ; no one can be 
had by himself. It is a law of HaXuie \haX\v& 
™roIyes others in the same course Vie \&>\YccL«&i 
"'suing. Make b the fctvout l "jew 
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future lives, for the errors of the past. It is 
not yet too late; perhaps to-morrow may be. 
It is the first step that is difficult — the rest 
comes naturally. Every morning remember, as 
you say your prayers, that you have virtues to 
perform, sins to avoid, good deeds to do, good 
words to say ; you must edify your neighbour, 
you must abstain from all vice, you must avoid 
bad companions. Is it too difficult ? Do you 
still shrink like cowards from the trouble? — 
would you rather go on in your former shiftless 
way, lazy and idle to the last ? Ask for help, 
brothers. Do you expect anything without 
asking for it ? Is goodness a spontaneous gift, 
evolved from the inner consciousness of our 
inherent noble nature? I am afraid not, 
brethren, from the proofs so constantly before 
me. 

Life is a struggle : well, struggle for something 
worth having. Life is labour : well, labour for 
that which you can keep. Life is sorrow : well, 
bear it nobly, and an immortal crown is yours. 
Hearken to the better nature implanted in 
each one of you, perhaps not yet quite stifled 
by the weeds of sin. Hearken to the piteous 
prayers and supplications of some sweet, faithful 
soul who loves you, spite of your faults, and 
prays for your salvation. Ite, Vsras*.— Hsr. -ssnks^x 
Work steadily in the ^taxAw^ ^^^^ 
and your country's fcood. >| ^^^Xtfs&fc 
jour own souls yo\i vdsv§ \» «wr*^ 
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Labour is not for long — toil cannot last for 
ever. 

Soon will therosecloud of the eternal dawn glim- 
mer faintly on the horizon ; soon will thejopalescent 
hues shine above the grim, dark clouds of death ; 
soon will the roseate flush spread, and deepen 
and widen all through and over the heavenly 
firmament ; and soon — ah ! too soon for some 
of us — will the air be peopled with saints and 
angels, martyrs and virgins, heralding the ap- 
proach of that dread Judge, Who will come for 
the last time to tread that earth He first touched 
— a sweet and helpless Babe ! 



THE END. 
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